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HOME DEVOTIONS 


It is a pious custom to use Lights in the homes before the Statue 
of the Sacred Heart, the Blessed Mother, or one of the Saints. 
We put up Vigil Lights for this purpose in handy packages. 
Write for leaflet, ‘“‘Home Devotions.” 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO.,, Inc. 
SYRACUSE, N. Y. 
BRANCH: 405 N. Main Street, St. Louis, Mo. 





Attention! Young Men Desiring to Enter a Religious 
Nursing Order, Caring for Male Patients Only 


Hundreds of our Catholic young women dedicate their lives to the service of the sick as 
Sisters of Mercy or Charity, but comparatively few young men heed the call of the Master 
who said, “... I was sick and you comforted Me...” 

Catholic young men, consider the Congregation of Alexian Brothers, — an Order of Lay- 
men who devote their lives to nursing the sick directly, or indirectly by filling other positions 
in a hospital, for which their talents or inclinations best fit them. For particulars address: 


Brother Novice Master, Alexian Brothers’ Monastery & Training School, 
1200 - 1256 Belden Ave. Chicago, Illinois 





LAPIDAR 


An excellent, non-poisonous remedy for purifying the blood and toning up the system. 
LAPIDAR is not an ordinary patent medicine. It is composed of leaves, flowers and herbs, all 
gathered from the mountains in Switzerland. LAPIDAR is compounded by Rev.Father Kuenzle 
of St. Gall, Switzerland, the best authority on Swiss Alpine herbs, whose books are in official 
use in many schools in Switzerland. LAPIDAR acts favorably in cases of gout, skin diseases, 
abscesses,stiffness of the limbs,faulty circulation, etc. It has a very beneficial effect especial- 
ly on the stomach, kidneys and lungs. Price $2.50 per box. 


Address: Lapidar Co., 
Agents wanted Chino, California 





INFORMATION CORNER 


Watch the date on your magazine! It indicates the month 
and the year to which your subscription is paid. If it reads ““Dec. 
21,” your subscription expired with the December, 1921 issue; if “‘Apr. 
22,” it expires with this issue. If your remittance reaches us ten days 
or so before the magazine goes forward we will probably be unable 
to change the date on that issue; but the advanced date to which your 
subscription is paid will appear on the following number. 


To Avoid the Loss of your magazine, kindly notify us of your 
change of address not later than the 15th of the month and send 
both OLD and NEW address. 








Premiums for New Subscriptions to 


One New 
Subscription 


Two New 
Subscriptions 


Three New 
Subscriptions 


Five New 
Subscriptions 


Six New 
Subscriptions 


Eight New 
Subscriptions 


“Tabernacle and Purgatory” 


A Brochure, containing the doctrine of Bl. de Montfort on 
“True Devotion to Mary,” a most welcome premium; or, 
A Gilt Jubilee Medal of St. Benedict; or, 

A Genuine Cocoa Rosary. (See also p. 409.) 


A Beautiful Picture, “Death of St. Joseph,” 15x22 in.; 
or, A Lovely Picture of the Mother of God with the 
Divine Child, 16 x 26 in.; or 
“The Holy Face,” 16 x 21 in. 


“The Golden Book,” A complete Blessed Virgin Prayer- 
book, containing the treatise of BJ. de Montfort on “True 
Devotion to Mary,” cloth binding, red edges; or, 

“The Last Supper,” 20x32 in. The original is considered 
the greatest masterpiece of Christian art. 


A Rolled-gold Scapular Locket, with Gold-filled chain; 
or, A Heavily Gold-plated Jubilee Medal of St. Bene- 
dict, with chain. 


“The Golden Book,” A complete Blessed Virgin prayer- 
book, containing the treatise of Bl. de Montfort on “True 
Devotion to Mary,” gold edges, leather binding, 448 pp.; 
or, “The Passion of our Lord Jesus Christ,” according to 
the Revelations of Anna Catherine Emmerich, in German 
or in English. 


The Book ‘‘Father Paul of Moil’’ in English only; or 
‘* Adoration Book of the Blessed Sacrament,’’ in Eng- 
lish or in German, leather binding; or, 

A handsome Rosary, Gold-filled chain, guaranteed 
from 10 to 20 years. 


Many have asked for back numbers of ““Tabernacle and Purga- 


tory.” We have a quantity of odd numbers on hand, each containing 
instructive and valuable reading matter. Mailed on request at 6 cts. 
each or five different copies for 25 cts. Just think what a bargain! 
You will obtain 150 pages of wholesome and entertaining reading 
matter, interspersed with beautiful pictures. 









Doly Saturday. 


What must have been the feelings of the Dolorous Mother on Holy 
Saturday, when Veronica showed her the veil upon which Jesus had grate- 
| fully imprinted the image of His sacred, blood-stained Countenance! At 
\ . sight of this heart-rending image, all the pangs of the Passion were renewed 
in that loving maternal Heart. Full of solicitude and love, she stretches 
out her weak arms toward the Sacred Face! Magdalen, overwhelmed by 
the force of her grief, falls to the floor, and offers homage to this sign of 
Divine Mercy. St. John comforts and lovingly supports the Mother of Jesus, 
weak from pain and grief. O Mother of Sorrows, pray for us! 
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Tabernacle and Purgatory 








A monthly periodical devoted to the honor of the Most Blessed Sacrament and 
the consolation of the Poor Souls. Price $1.00; Canada $1.50 
Published with the approbation of Rt. Rev. M. F. Burke, D. D. 
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Oh, That We Realized ! 


TODAY I am invited to a most wonderful pilgrimage, a 
pilgrimage to Mount Calvary. There Jesus accomplishes the 
great Sacrifice for love of me, there He dies for love of me. 
High up on the far horizon, I behold the heavens open! The 
Father appears in full splendor on the throne of His glory, 
surrounded by His heavenly court!... I am invited to offer 
to the Eternal Father the Sacrifice of His only Son, and the 
Almighty God is there, who awaits the offering of the Sac- 
rificial Lamb from me. What a sublime, incomprehensible 
mystery! 

The Sacrifice of the Mass is nothing less than the Sacrifice 
of Mount Calvary, which is offered to God again and again 
upon our altars: the same Sacrifice, the same Blood, the same 
Body, the same sufferings and Passion, the same agony, the 
same death, the same Jesus. I, however, see nothing, hear 
nothing, and yet the same Sacrifice is taking place on the 
altar as upon Golgotha... The offering of this Sacrifice is 
daily renewed thousands of times. The Sacrifice itself, how- 
ever, remains ever the same: that of Mount Calvary. It need 
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not be repeated, because it is of infinite worth; once accom- 
plished, it has perfectly sufficed for all times to render due 
satisfaction to God for all the sins of the whole world. 

The Sacrifice of Calvary is separated from me by a span 
of time of almost nineteen hundred years, and between me 
and the bloody mount upon which Jesus surrendered His 
spirit, there are leagues of distance. It is impossible for me 
to go back so many centuries, and almost as impossible to journey 
to Palastine.— But that matters not. In God’s sight, the space 
of centuries and distance from the mount fade away; valleys 
and oceans fade away. The church in my parish is Calvary, 
the high altar represents Golgotha. 


After the Consecration. 


The consecration is past. Jesus is now present upon the 
altar. This altar has become the centre where the gaze of the 
Eternal Father and my gaze meet. What does the Eternal 
Father see there? What do I see? 

For God, there is no distance, either in regard to time or 
space; all that happened in the past, all that will happen in 
the future, is present to Him, for God is eternal and omnis- 
cient, present in all places. Consequently, since for God there 
is no time, the Heavenly Father sees upon the altar before 
which I kneel, the Divine Redeemer as if He still were in the 
crib, at Nazareth, in Jerusalem, or on the Cross of Golgotha. 
What Jesus was during His earthly life, that He remains be- 
fore God. Therefore, the Heavenly Father beholds Him here 
continually, as in infancy, as in youth, as in maturity. God 
sees Him in all the phases of His mortal life. He sees Him 
in each single moment of His bitter Passion and death. He 
does not see Him through the aid of memory, no, He has Him 
in reality before Him, because for God there is neither past 
nor future; to God everything is the living present. 

Jesus, then, is upon this altar, and the Heavenly Father 
beholds Him upon Calvary. He sees Him nailed to the Cross, 
sees Him slowly accomplishing the bloody Sacrifice. He sees 
the Precious Blood, even to its last drop, draining from the 
veins of Jesus, and flowing down the Cross. He sees His last 
agony... He sees Him die... Hence, before the eyes of the 
Eternal Father, to whom everything is present, Jesus accom- 
plishes upon the altar a bloody Sacrifice. It is in very deed 
the Sacrifice of the Cross. 
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What Do I See? 


And I— what doI see? I am quite near to Jesus be- 
cause I kneel very close to the Sacred Host. Only the Eu- 
charistic veil prevents me from beholding with my bodily 
eyes, Jesus who here really consummates the great Sacrifice of 
Calvary. On account of these Eucharistic veils, I cannot dis- 
cern what takes place before my eyes. I do not see how our 
Lord, here before me, writhes in agony... surrenders His 
spirit and dies... Although the Sacrifice of Jesus is bloody in 
the sight of the Heavenly Father, to my eyes it is unbloody. 
Still, the white Eucharistic veil, which conceals from me the 
reality, cannot hinder me from standing near the Sacrifice of 
the Cross and partaking thereof, even without beholding it. 
From this, I may conclude, that if I assist at the Holy Sacri- 
fice of the Mass, I actually assist at the bloody Sacrifice of 
the Cross. It matters not that I perceive neither my Redeem- 
er nor His Blood, His Wounds nor His death. 

Every time, then, when I hear a Holy Mass, I am very, 
very near to Jesus; near to Him who suffers and dies for me. 
And what do I see? ‘I see myself a poor, miserable, sinful 
creature, almost crushed and annihilated by the enormous 
weight of guilt against the Divine Justice. Then I see the 
infinite Majesty of God, God the Father Himself, who rigor- 
ously exacts from me a full and perfect satisfaction for all 
my sins, even the smallest. But now, between the sublime 
Majesty and myself —O marvel of mercy and love! —I behold 
my Savior suffering and dying for me on the Cross. All His 
pains, His death, all His merits, He places at my disposal. 
He calls out to me: “Come, and draw all thou dost desire 
from these immeasurable treasures, in order to render to the 
Heavenly Father complete satisfaction for all the debts thou 
hast contracted against Him.” 


The Gift of Jesus. 


Yes, in all truth, during Holy Mass, Jesus gives me the 
merits of all the pains of His hundreds and hundreds of 
Wounds. He gives me the Wounds of His riven hands and 
feet. He gives me the pricks of His thorn-crowned head. He - 
gives me His Blood from the first drop which fell in the Gar- 
den of Olives, to the last drop that flowed from His Divine 
Heart when opened with a spear. He gives me the grief and 
desolation of His Soul. He gives me the love of His Sacred 
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Heart. He gives me His agony and death. He gives me the 
immensity of His infinite merits... And I? Iam called to 
gather all these Divine riches and treasures, to present them 
to the Eternal Father as fitting homage of my adoration, my 
thanksgiving, my reparation and satisfaction, as also of my 
petitions. 

My poor heart has not the least sentiment of true adora- 
tion, still, during Holy Mass, I adore God, and do so worthily 
through the adoration of Jesus. I cannot offer adequate 
thanksgiving, yet, here I thank through Jesus. I am inca- 
pable to render atonement for even the least of my sins, but 
here I offer to God the atonement rendered by Jesus. I am 
utterly unable even to pray devoutly, but here I send up my 
prayers in union with Jesus. 

O my God, henceforth, Thou wilt see me daily on Mount 
Calvary! There Thou wilt find me regularly beneath the 
Cross of Thy Son. O Eternal God, I feel myself annihilated 
by the immensity of this mystery! I beg Thee, for Jesus’ 
sake, give me the grace to understand the greatness of Holy 
Mass! 


PRA 


One Only Word. 


DAYS AND DAYS often pass without a kind word being 
addressed to me to soothe, to comfort, to refresh my heart. It 
would seem as though the whole world had forgotten me. True, 
I count for nothing, or at least for very little in this wide, wide 
world, but still, I, too, have a heart in need of comfort. 

One only word! I hear so many words but not one finds 
the right way to the inmost of my soul. They divert me for a 
while, then they leave me cold and sad as before. Oh, how I 
long for one only word full of life and love for me. 

How often, yes, how very often, have I experienced, that 
only from the tabernacle I hear this word so eagerly desired! 
I perceive it principally in hours of retirement, far from the 
noise of the world, when I am seated at the feet of Jesus. Such 
is the usual practice of Jesus: if He wishes to speak, He will 
have no other witnesses save the angels. 

To Him will I go; to Him will I relate my daily miseries, 
my sorrows, my sufferings. I will do as Magdalen: upon His 
feet I will pour out the tears of my sufferings, the balsam of 























TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 391 


my thoughts, the perfume of my love. Then I will listen to 
what the Lord speaks to me. 

O Jesus, speak! Tell me, art Thou pleased with me? Do 
I really afford Thee a little comfort when I visit Thee. .. nay, 
more, when I receive Thee in Holy Communion? Or do I, too, 
add to Thy sorrows? — Dost Thou find many imperfections in 
my soul? and venial sins? Frequently all kinds of doubts 
torture me at the examination of conscience : sometimes it seems 
I am no better now than formerly. Then I feel I have become 
at least a little more devout. My heart is often divided between 
fear and hope, between joy and pain. Oh, that Thou wouldst 
speak but one word, the word, saying that Thou art satisfied 
with me. 

Every day I promise Thee so much, and afterwards relapse 
into the same faults. O Lord, hast Thou become weary of 
me? If not, why these obstinate distractions? Why this aridity 
before Thy altar? Why my inability to pray devoutly? Thou 
knowest, my good Lord, that I love Thee. Art Thou not ever 
the first and last of my thoughts; do I not live wholly for Thee? 

Oh, speak one only word, my Jesus! Wearily I drag along 
on the path of virtue. Thou knowest that I love Thee, that 
for Thy love I bring every, even the greatest sacrifice. Oh, 
speak to my heart that magic word: My child, I am satisfied 
with thee. Withhold this word no longer; my soul is in need 
of it, else it will droop and languish away. 


At Least from Time to Time. 


The world has become distasteful to me. I long and sigh for 
heaven; at least, I have this desire, from time to time. I may 
truly say: should death come, I would not fear it very much. 
Gone would then be the pain, trouble and sorrow of my heart; 
and the blissful, enrapturing, eternal Communion with my Jesus 
would begin... But, should death come now, at this moment — 
would I be ready? I wish to be well prepared for death. I wish 
to die in a holy disposition and resigned like a saint. Some 
penance I have already performed, and I do a little every 
day. Sorrow has left deep furrows in my heart. Now, speak 
the word, Lord, the comforting word. Art Thou satisfied with 
me? satisfied with my works? satisfied with my penitence? 
satisfied with my resignation to Thy will? 

I love virtue, I strive after it; but I know not how far I 
have advanced on the way of perfection. Do I fulfill the duties 
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of my state? Shall I be able to offer Thee the burning lamp of 
love at Thy arrival? — Tell me, my good Jesus, may I continue 
on the path I have entered upon, or must I turn back and take 
another? Must I thoroughly change my life? Oh, tell me, dear 
Lord! Speak one only word to my troubled heart! 

I cannot decide myself. Must I still occupy myself with 
the past; must I examine my whole life? Or shall 1 think only 
of the future and strive to accumulate many good works? Oh, 
the past! — How often it fills me with anxiety! Are these 
scruples? Is it delicacy of conscience? O Lord, tell me; one 
word and it suffices. My Savior, if I do not hear this word 
from Thee, I shall lose all courage to advance. The thought 
of my sinfulness blights everything in me: prayer, meditation, 
Holy Communion, even the hearing of Holy Mass. Ah, too 
much do I think of myself and my misery when I kneel before 
Thy Eucharistic throne. Lord, one word from Thee dispels all 
darkness, all doubt, all timidity. 

Have compassion on me! Send a ray of Thy light into 
my darkness. Stretch forth Thy hand over the storms that 
rage in my soul. Give me peace — the calm of a blue unclouded 
sky! Thou knowest well that I love Thee, and will ever love 
Thee, and if I live in such anguish, it is only from fear of 
losing Thee. 

O Jesus, Thou hast often given Thyself to me; I thank 
Thee from my heart. But now, at this moment, I entreat 
Thee for just one favor: Speak one only word. It will suffice 
if this word is a word of peace which will bring sweet calm 
unto my soul. O Jesus, say: Pax tecum, Peace be with thee, 
my poor child. Enlighten also my spiritual director, that he 
may guide me on the way of salvation, that his words may 
bring light, peace and calm to my soul. 


we 


Words of Our Lord to Sister Benigna Consolata. 


“* Creatures have too little knowledge of the goodness of God, 
of His mercy, His love for mankind. They compare God with them- 
selves, but God is without limit, therefore His goodness is unlimited. 
Oh, the folly! To be allowed to enjoy God as a benefactor, and not 
to do it! And why is it not done? Because in the world God is 
not known. I am an infinite Treasure placed by My Eternal Father 
at the disposal of all. My creatures reject Me, and what a loss it is 
to them, they will understand only in eternity.” 
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Holy Week, the Great Week, the Week 


of the Passion. 
Words of our Lord to the servant of God, Marie Lataste. 





“MY DAUGHTER, this week, from Palm Sunday to Easter 
morn, is called the Holy Week, the Great Week, the Week 
of the Passion, because in this week holiness was restored 
to mankind; because in this week I wrought the greatest 
wonders that the world ever beheld since its creation; and 
because in this week I endured the torments of the Cross. 

“It is the Holy Week. Holiness! Does it not seem won- 
derful to us? The holiness of God could not be reconciled with 
the sin.of man, hence, man must either be eternally separated 
from God, or sin must be destroyed by God. What is it you 
will see this week? Is it not the Son of God, God as His 
Father, holy as His Father, the Son of God-made-Man taking 
upon Himself the iniquities of the whole world and, by His 
Passion and death, fastening them to the Cross? Yes, you will 
see how the holiness of the God-made-Man battles against sin; 
how it effaces it from the human heart. 

“It is the Great Week, the week of the greatest mysteries 
that earth could ever witness or contemplate: the mystery 
of the union and embrace of justice and mercy; the mystery 
of the manifestation of the love of God towards man, and of 
man’s blindness toward God; the mystery of the death of a 
God, (namely a God in the flesh) who gives life to men, and 
of man who inflicts death on his God; the mystery of the 
Redemption of man and his reconciliation with God; the mystery 
of a God dying and rising again, the mystery of the death of 
a God renewed by the will of God in a mystical manner, that 
His death and the merits of His death may be offered each 
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day anew, and that, by this repeated offering, God may each 
day receive reparation, and man mercy and forgiveness. 

“Passion Week is the week in which I endured the great- 
est sufferings, in which I shed My Blood, in which I died 
and was buried. Through My Passion I have become a Victim 
to God, the Victim of mercy and justice: of mercy, because 
I was given by God to man as expiation for his sin; of justice, 
which demanded its rights even to the extent of requiring 
the expiation of a God, since the expiation of all men together 
would not have been sufficient; the Victim of mercy, since 
God preferred seeing His Son die to seeing man die eternally; 
of justice, which did not spare Me although I am the Son of 
God. 

“Oh, the Great Week, the Holy Week, the week of the 
death of the Son of Man, of expiation for sin, of complete 
satisfaction to the justice of God, of the deliverance of man 
and his reconciliation with heaven! 

“Think of it often, My daughter, of this wonderful week, 
which, in the eternal decrees, was predetermined for the 
glorification of humanity through the deepest abasement of 
the Divinity! 

“Think of it often; you can do nothing that would be 
more pleasing to me. I, Myself, from all eternity, thought 
of the restoration of the human race by My Passion. During 
My earthly life there never passed a day in which I did not 
call to mind this great week; and since I. returned to heaven 
I have continued on the altar the prodigies of Calvary. 
Imitate Me, My daughter, by thinking of that which is the 
perpetual subject of My thoughts. 

“Think of it often, and you will find strength therein. 
Think of it often and you will find consolation and happiness 
amid your dejection and tribulation. Think of it often and 
this thought will draw down upon you the greatest graces 
and choicest blessings. 

“Think of it often! Never will your spirit be satiated 
with the meditation of this mystery, never will your mind 
find a limit or end to these thoughts. You will always discover 
something new therein. From the sufferings of My Body 
pass over to the sufferings of My Soul. From the sufferings 
of My Body and Soul pass over to the acceptance of them by 
the Divinity. 

“Call to mind My Last Supper, My prayer and My agony 
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in the Garden of Olives, the flight of My disciples, the trea- 
son of Judas, the denial of Peter, the unjust sentence on the 
part of my judges. Think of the clamor of the people against 
Me, of the in- 
sults of the sol- 
diers, of My 
scourging, of 
My crowning 
with thorns, of 
the stripping 
off of My gar- 
ments, of the 
piercing of My 
hands and feet 
on the Cross, of 
My death, of the 
opening of My 
side, of My bur- 
ial. It will 

always inspire 
your heart with 
gratitude and 
love toward 

your Savior, as 
also with fear 
and horror of 
sin, thirst and 
longing for suf- 
ferings and tri- 














bulations. 
“Enter, es- 
pecially in these 


days, into the 
sentiments of 
Holy Church: 
she is plunged in sorrow because of the sufferings of her 
Spouse. The Church weeps because of the pains of Him who 
gave her life; she weeps because of continual offences which 
the wicked heap upon her; she weeps at the thought that My 
sufferings are profitless to so many souls. She weeps, and she 
also prays, as I Myself prayed on the Cross. She prays for 
her children who have rebelled against her, as I also prayed 
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for My murderers. She prays for her children who secretly 
betray her and abandon her, as I was Myself betrayed and 
abandoned by My disciples. My daughter, I leave you My 
Passion, I give it to your mind, your soul, your heart.” 


n~ 


The Greatest Treasure. 





IN EARLY Christian times when persecutions were violent 
and of frequent occurrence, the faithful were allowed to pre- 
serve the Blessed Sacrament in their homes, so they might 
receive the Bread of the Strong when their lives were im- 
perilled and when they were called before the tribunals or 
even led to death. The Sacred Treasure was preserved in a 
special little vase, called pyx, similar to those used at the 
present time to carry Holy Viaticum to the dying. 

In a golden pyx of this kind, Miriam, a young noble 
maiden of Antioch, preserved her heart’s Treasure, the Holy 
Eucharist. Daily she knelt before It to perform her usual 
devotions, for on account of great distance she could but seldom 
attend the meetings of the Christians. 

One morning when, as usual, Miriam came to recite her 
prayers, she found her casket open, and the vase with the 
precious Treasure gone. In the excess of her grief for this 
sacrilege, Miriam threw herself upon her knees and, with her 
whole soul, besought her Divine Savior for help. She had not 
yet arisen from prayer, when a messenger handed her the 
following note: “Sister, I herewith inform thee, that the miss- 
ing Object is in my possession, and may be redeemed from 
me. Your brother, Orantius.” 

This brother of hers was still a heathen. He had squan- 
dered his parental inheritance and now lived solely from the 
support which his sister liberally bestowed on him. Without 
delay the pious maiden hastened to her brother. She found 
him in the company of a wicked relative, a companion of his 
dissolute life. He confessed that, availing himself of a moment’s 
absence on her part, he had committed the theft, and was now 
ready to restore the valued Booty for a return reward. 

“Give me back my priceless Treasure,” pleaded Miriam, 
“and demand what thou wilt.” 

“Very well,” replied the profligate relative, “we take thee 
at thy word.” 
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A document was prepared and given to Miriam to sign. 
She read it, and unhesitatingly signed it without any remark. 
Thereupon, her Treasure was restored to her, but at what 
price? By placing her signature on that paper, she had agreed 
to make over her whole fortune to her ungrateful brother. 
Yea, more than that, she had consented to let herself be sold 
as a slave without delay. 

Miriam, however, considered as nought the price that 
had bought back her invaluable Treasure. In an ecstasy of 
joy she kissed her heart’s Treasure and exclaimed with the 
spouse of the Canticle: “I have found Him whom my soul 
loveth.” And while she was making her way to the ship that 
was to bear her to the slave-market of Rome, she pressed her 
Treasure to her bosom and cried out: I count all things as 
dung, that I may gain Christ (Phil. iii. 8). 

How must such an example put to shame those Christians 
who esteem money, goods, pleasure and enjoyment more highly 
than Jesus in the Most Blessed Sacrament, the highest Good! 


Twenty-four Hours in the Convent of 
Perpetual Adoration. 


Continued. 





The Printing Department, Continued. 


From the press these printed sheets travel to the folder. 
A remarkable piece of machinery is that “Dexter” of ours! 
It does work “dexterously” when it is in the humor. But 
some of the printers declare it has “nerves.” At least it is 
sometimes “rheumatic,” for it is invariably affected by damp 
weather! If its ills are not too great, its deafening noise 
somewhat abates. “Tabernacle and Purgatory” is still a large 
sheet of paper, sixteen pages on each side. Watch it pass 
through the folder. It comes out folded in book form. From 
thence it finds its way to the stitcher. Here book and cover 
are joined never more to part. 

Now the air must be pressed out of these books so that 
the cutter may do its work well. The pamphlets are counted 
out in bunches of about forty-five, put in a bundler and 
squeezed up tight, with tons of pressure. After remaining in 
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this uncomfortable position for some time, the booklets are 
placed in the cutter to receive the finishing touches. Three 
lightning strokes of the sharp knife on each pile of pamphlets 
even off the side and ends. They are now piled on a truck 
and wheeled to the mailing room. There, many ready hands 
are waiting to wrap them especially during the recreation 
periods of the day, when most of the community help get the 
magazine ready for the mail. 

As you turn to take a last look at the pressroom, you 
hear the clock strike the hour loudly. To your astonishment 
you behold something that will not be seen in any other printing 
office of the United States: as the clock strikes, the press 
feeders stop their machines, the button is turned on the folder, 
those at the stitchers and cutter cease their work: all kneel 
to make the hourly spiritual communion. How beautiful is 
this union of labor and prayer! Assuredly, the prayers said 
by the sisters when their publications are passing through their 
hands, and the hundreds of loving aspirations their hearts 
murmur while doing their work, will cling to these magazines, 
and be a constant plea to God to bless their labors. 

You will also notice a pretty statue of the Sacred Heart 
which looks lovingly on the silent workers and seems to bless 
their efforts to make Him better known and loved. When 
work is rushed and presses somewhat on the tired hands and 
heart, a glance at this gentle Savior-Heart gives courage again 
to work ever more faithfully for Him who has given so many 
proofs of love tous. Then, too, beside the customary spiritual 
exercises of the day in the community, each printer, however 
urgent her work, spends an hour of adoration before the 
Most Blessed Sacrament. How full of consolation is that hour 
of repose at the feet of Jesus! When she rises once more 
to leave His Sacred presence, the ardor of the love with which 
He has inflamed her heart, spurs her on to every sacrifice 
for the spread of His Eucharistic kingdom. Often she would 
like to linger longer in His sweet Presence, but she cheerfully 
goes to her work to do all in the spirit of perpetual adoration: 
all for the glory of Jesus in the Holy Sacrament. 


The Art of Printing in the Service of the Church. 


Weare all aware that the press is a powerful agent for good 
or evil. The famous Bishop von Keppler used to say: “If St. 
Paul were to come to preach again, he would print instead of 
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preach, for thereby he would be enabled to reach a far greater 
number of persons.” 

The art of printing was called a holy and Divine art by 
the Catholic Middle Ages. After its invention by Guttenberg, 
it was first introduced and personally practiced in Leipsic, by 
Rev. Father Friesner, D. D. The Pope especially fostered the 
art of printing. Until the year 1500, Rome alone numbered 
forty-one printing establishments. The first printery in Italy 
was established in the Benedictine monastery of Subiaco. 
Until 1540, there were forty-two printing establishments in 
monasteries, of which twenty-one were under the supervision 
of monks. Nuns, also, devoted themselves successfully to this 


work. 
In the Middle Ages, this holy and Divine art was so highly 


honored from Pope to lay-brother because it was considered 
the powerful means for promoting truth and God’s honor 
among man. At that time, no one had an idea that this holy 
art would dreadfully degenerate into the bad press, into the 
“mastery of iniquity,” become a world-power, and cause untold 
harm to the designs of His Church. 

Our printing establishment is conducted solely in the 
service of the Holy Church: solely to promote the honor and 
love of our Eucharistic Lord. The work of our press is per- 
formed by virgins consecrated to God, laboring exclusively 
for Christ and His interests. Hereby is fulfilled a wish ex- 
pressed by St. Francis de Sales, patron of the good press: “I 
wish to see in the Church of God a community of virgins 
whose choir is the workshop, and who in the sweat of their 
brow earn their daily bread and that of others. This would 
be true evangelical poverty as practiced by the holy Family 
and the apostles.” To be continued. 





From Olivet to Calvary 
Reflections and prayers in honor of our suffering Savior. As the 
title implies, it will assist you to follow our agonizing Redeemer 
throughout the stages of His Passion. 5 cts. each; $4.00 per 100 


Beautiful post cards suitable for Easter. Four different 
designs. Per pack of twelve cards, 25 cts. 





REMARK. — Here we wish to remark, that private revelations, according to the 
decrees of Pope Urban VIII. in the year 1634 and 1641, in so far as the Church 
has not decided upon them, claim only human credence. 
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The Way of the Cross. 


THE Holy Sacrifice of the Mass is the spiritual sun of 
Holy Church. However, aside from the devout assistance at 
Holy Mass and reception of Holy Communion, the most beau- 
tiful and grace-enriching devotion is the “Way of the Cross.” 
This devotion is highly recommended, not only on account of the 
numberless and priceless indulgences with which it is enriched, 
but above all, on account of the sublime and attractive object 
of this devotion: the dolorous Passion and death of our Lord 
and Savior Jesus Christ. 

According to the declaration of the great Pope Benedict 
XIV., the “Way of the Cross” is one of the most excellent 
devotions, even among those which have the Passion, Cross 
and death of our Lord Jesus Christ as their subject. Meditation 
on the Passion is a powerful means to overcome sin, to stimu- 
late the lukewarm, and to increase in perfection. 

St. Leonard of Port Maurice, one of the most zealous 
propagators of the devotion of the “Way of the Cross,” was 
accustomed to say: “The mere practice of the ‘Way of the 
Cross’ is sufficient to sanctify a parish, and also to draw down 
temporal blessing upon it. The ‘Way of the Cross’ should 
produce four special fruits of grace in the soul: 1. Love of Jesus 
Christ. 2. Contempt for one’s sins. 3. Conformity to the holy 
will of God. 4. Perseverance in good.” 

He who wishes to insure his salvation, let him often 
meditate on the Passion of Christ. 

To aid you in this devotion, we have compiled a beautiful ““Way 
of the Cross,” unique in its kind, with fifteen devotion-inspiring pic- 
tures. The make-up is handsome, the prayers very touching. Print large 
and plain. — Price only 30 cts. With these stations, even a child 
may pray the Way of the Crass with great spiritual profit. Send in 
your order now, for this devotion should be practiced in every family 
during Lent. Whoever is hindered from attending Holy Mass on 
Scndays or week days may pray the Stations; because the Adorable 
Sacrifice of the Mass is the renewal of the sufferings of Christ. 

They may also gain all these indulgences by holding in their 
hands a Crucifix enriched with the indulgence of the Stations, and 
praying, with a contrite heart: the Our Father, Hail Mary, and 
Glory be to the Father, fourteen times; then the same prayers five 
times in honor of the five holy Wounds of our Lord, and again, the © 
Our Father, Hail Mary, and Glory be to the Father, once according 
to the intention of the Sovereign Pontiff. Every Crucifix blessed at 
our convent is enriched with these indulgences, also the Crucifixes 
attached to rosaries blessed here. 
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The Sacred Host on the Waves. 





THE BEAUTIFUL miracle, Jesus walking upon the waves, 
was singularly renewed in Southern France, before the eyes 
of thousands of spectators. Situated in a charming valley 
amid the high Pyrenees, is the little town of Orthex, belong- 
ing to the ancient county of Bearn. There, concealed from 
the eyes of the world, lived a little community of Franciscan 
friars. Their house, or small monastery, was on the outskirts 
of the village; the rushing waters of the Gave washed its 
walls. It was just at the time that the terrible heretical move- 
ment of the Calvinistic Huguenots made its appearance. 

One evening toward eight o’clock, the sudden cry: “Death 
to the papists!” rang out. The door-bell was violently rung; 
the revolutionists had come. They surrounded the peaceful 
sanctuary and stormed the house of the innocent, defensless 
religious. Awful was the fate of the friars! Some were put 
to death by the sword, others were burned at the stake. How- 
ever, God’s love is never conquered by man’s wickedness. The 
Guardian of the monastery considered it his first and most 
sacred duty, to convey the Blessed Sacrament to a place of 
safety. But, alas! together with the Blessed Sacrament, he 
fell into the hands of the infuriated mob. 

With diabolical pleasure they immediately laid hands upon 
the ciborium, intending to vent their godless rage upon the 
Sacred Hosts. But, O marvel! neither one alone nor the com- 
bined strength of the looters was able to tear the sacred 
vessel from the hands of the Guardian. They struck deadly 
blows upon his head and pierced his breast. Even after this, 
the dead body of the holy martyr held the sacred vessel tightly 
in his hands. Finally, the murderers cast the body, with the 
Sacred Hosts, into the rushing Gave. 

What happened? A new miracle! The ciborium remained 
safe in the hands of its heroic defender. The body floated 
along upon the waves as far as to the city of Bayonne, and 
there it halted directly in front of the monastery of the Friars 
Minor. Instantly, people gathered upon the spot; the whole 
city was in commotion. Thousands hastened to the banks of 
the Gave to the Franciscan monastery to behold the miracle 
of our Sacramental Lord floating upon the waves. Shouts of 
praise ascended to heaven; all cried out: Praised and blessed 
be the Most Holy Sacrament of the Altar! 


Le 








402 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


A grand procession from the cathedral, headed by the 
bishop himself, was immediately set on foot. All the bells of 
the city pealed forth, banners waved, while the clergy and 
people of every state and station came forth as if to welcome 
a mighty monarch. And in truth, it was the King of heaven 
and earth, Jesus Christ, in the Sacrament of His Love. 

Having reached the banks of the river, the people rever- 
ently took from the water, the body of the martyr, which still 
clasped the ciborium with the Sacred Hosts. Without any 
effort, the bishop removed the ciborium from his hands. Amid 
music and hymns of praise, the sacred vessel with its precious 
Treasure, was carried to the cathedral where Jesus took up 
His permanent abode in the tabernacle. There, the wonderful 
ciborium is venerated to this day. The body of the martyr was 
reverently deposited in the church of the Franciscans, and is 
glorified by miracles. 


A Way to Become Happy. 





Mr. B. was a man of great wealth. But he experienced 
what thousands of others have experienced: it takes more 
than money to make one happy. In fact, Mr. B. was miserably 
unhappy he was wholly disgusted with life, and had determined 
to put an end to his existence. As he hurries on his way, his 
eyes accidently fall upon an inscription which arrests his 
attention: Man, if life becomes a burden, perform works of 
mercy. - 

He pauses a moment to reflect. Like an inspiration from 
heaven, he remembers that a poor, honest laborer in his neigh- 
borhood has recently lost his wife, and is left with many children. 
“Truly, I,.should be a great fool,” he says, “if I leave my 
property to my greedy heirs! They would only make game 
of my suicide. I'll dispose of my wealth in a better way.” 

Soon it became known that Mr. B. had taken upon himself 
the education of all his neighbor’s motherless children. God 
blessed his charity, for he lived to have the great pleasure of 
seeing them grow up good, honest members of society. In 
the midst of this family whose father he had become, and who 
showed him every affection, he tasted the sweetest joys. More 
than once he acknowledged: I would never have believed that 
one could find so much pleasure in making others happy! 




















Not What We are, but How We are. 





IT IS CERTAIN that the priestly vocation is a grace so 
sublime, and comprises so high a degree of future happiness, 
that it is impossible for the human mind to comprehend it. 
Similar it is with the religious state. Daily, a superabundance 
of grace is at the disposal of the religious; everything in the 
cloister tends to his ‘salvation; in the house of God, the con- 
secrated person is removed from the dangers and wicked in- 
fluence of the world. Nevertheless, a priest, a religious, can 
trifle away these graces. He may fail to co-operate with the 
graces of his vocation, and be lacking in earnestness to obtain 
perfection and union with God. 

The following article is written chiefly for Christians liv- 
ing in the world; the above remarks have been prefixed, to 
avoid any possible misunderstanding. 

Nicholas Gogol, the celebrated poet, once wrote to a friend: 
“I cannot say whose lot is more beautiful, or to whom is 
assigned the better part. Formerly, I preferred one vocation 
to another; now, on the contrary, I recognize that every man’s 
fortune is equally enviable. All received the same reward: 
the one to whom was entrusted one talent and who earned 
a second, as well as the other who received five and brought 
back other five. I even believe that the lot of the first who 
possessed but one talent, is preferable, for the very reason 
that, on earth, he received no praise, nor did he drink from 
the magic potion of earthly renown. 

“How wonderful is Divine grace which destines heavenly 
joys for everyone who has honorably acquitted himself of his 
duty! There they will be equal, that is, all will be children 
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of God, for all will enter into the joy of their Lord, and all 
will be in God. I admit, that on another occasion Christ Him- 
self said: ‘In My Father’s house there are many mansions,’ but 
when I picture to myself these mansions, when I reflect thereon 
what these mansions of God might be, I cannot repress my 
tears, and I know I could never decide which to choose in 
order to have part in the heavenly kingdom. If the question 
were put to me, ‘Which will you choose? I know but one 
answer I could give: ‘O Lord, even the last is beautiful, if 
only it be in Thy house, if only I may be Thy child.’ 


Numberless Disappointments. 


“We always surprise ourselves with the secret longing for 
a better state, a more honorable vocation than ours. We im- 
agine we would be happier in some other station of life. We 
cast furtive glances at seemingly happier and more prosper- 
ous conditions, and thereby embitter the joy and contentment 
of our life and labor. I have seen elderly maiden-ladies weep 
as often as they saw a festive, happy bridle couple enter the 
church. Onthe other hand,I have noticed how married wom- 
en could not restrain their mournful tears when they heard 
the merry, care-free singing and laughter of young maidens. 
Such is the result of the numerous disappointments connected 
with life. We compare the dark shadow in which we stand 
for the moment, with the bright sunshine in which we see 
our neighbors basking. 

“When we are downhearted, we envy our neighbor his 
least and most innocent enjoyment, forgetful that we, too, 
have lived days and weeks without care and sorrow, and 
perhaps in a few hours shall enjoy the same again. How it 
would comfort us if in such distressed moods, we would re- 
member that even in the lowliest position and most despised 
vocation we work for the same Lord, and that it is unspeak- 
ably precious to be even in the last, in the smallest mansion, 
in the kingdom of heaven. 

“As we advance in age and acquire a better knowledge of 
human nature, we realize more fully that it does not depend so 
much on what we are, as how we are. Whether we be in the 
world or in a religious Order, in the state of matrimony or maid- 
enhood, in office and dignity or in the most humble servitude — 
all this, in a certain sense, is merely external and unimportant, 
if only we are good and have noble, truly good and upright 
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hearts. Such a heart cannot be acquired by dignities and high 
positions, be they ever so honorable. There are unworthy 
priests and selfish and haughty religious, while there are 
saintly persons in every walk of life. When once men will 
be summoned before the judgment seat of God, when they 
will be stripped of their arrayment, their badges of rank and 
marks of dignity, then will many a poor woman receive high 
honors and be given precedence to great ones of this world, 
who have not discharged the duties of their high offices with 
equal love of God and fidelity to his commandments. 

“He who rightly comprehends and fulfills his vocation, and 
seeks God alone, may attain toa high degree of inward satis- 
faction even here on earth. Temporal happiness is, by no 
means, inseparably combined with pleasant conditions of life, 
with riches, honors or abundance of leisure. There are, com- 
paratively, more happy persons among the lower classes who 
are burdened by toil and cares, than among those of rank and 
wealth. Surely, the mansions of God will be more readily 
opened to the poor, the sorely oppressed, than to those who, 
laden with earthly happiness and vain honors, appear before 
the eternal gates.” 


Jesus in the Most Blessed Sacrament 
and the Poor Souls. 





WHOEVER dies a friend of Jesus Christ remains a friend 
of Christ throughout eternity. Thus it is with the poor souls. 
The friendship with Jesus during their earthly life continues 
in an infinitely more perfect manner in the other world. 
Therefore, the Catholic Church prays most efficaciously at the 
deathbed of her faithful children: “May Jesus Christ appear 
to thee with a countenance full of mildness and festive joy; 
may He appoint thee a place among those who surround His 
throne. May Christ, the Son of the living God, conduct thee 
to His paradise, fresh and beautiful with perpetual spring. 
May the Good Shepherd count thee among His lambs. Mayest 
thou see thy Redeemer face to face and, ever in His presence, 
behold with blissful gaze the unveiled Truth.” 

Whoever, at death, is not in the state of sanctifying 
grace and in the friendship of God, cannot acquire this grace 
in the other world, but is cast away and eternally lost. More- 
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over, if this friendship with Jesus Christ is marred by small 
faults and sins, the soul must be renewed in perfect purity; 
the punishment of sin, likewise, must be expiated. This puri- 
fication of the human soul takes place in purgatory. The 
holy souls accept this purgation quite willingly, because Jesus 
in His infinite mercy and justice has so ordained it. God 
considers the poor souls as His friends and chosen ones, 
whom He cherishes with fatherly care. According to His 
loving designs, the Catholic Church and all faithful Christians 
should unceasingly come to their assistance through prayer 
and indulgences, through works of mercy and penance, and 
especially through Holy Communion and by the Adorable Sac- 
rifice of Mass. 


Purple Robes Lined with Heart Throes. 





“PURPLE ROBES are often lined with heart throes,” says 
a proverb, and it must be true. Many rich people who could 
attire themselves in purple, velvets and silks, have had little 
enjoyment of their riches. Their purple robes could hide the 
sorrows of their hearts, but not banish them, no, not even 
lessen them. 

Abderraham III., an Arabian ruler, was rich and seemed 
to be the happiest of princes. The palace in which he lived 
was incredibly large; the splendor thereof beyond dsscription. 
Everything sparkled with gold and precious gems. In this 
beautiful palace Abderraham spent his life. 

One would think him the happiest of men. One would 
imagine his heart was ever filled with joy. Yet, he always 
looked sad and became so melancholy, that at length, nothing 
could cheer him. 

After a long life, he died. And how did he regard his 
life of wealth and honor? 

A paper was found, after his death, upon which Abderrahman 
had written with his own hand: “More than fifty years I 
reigned. Wealth, power, honors and pleasures were mine in 
superabundance; no earthly enjoyment was lacking. Yet, if I 
count together the days on which I was truly happy, I find 
scarcely fourteen days in all my life.” — Cannot the poorest 
mortal be happier than this prince? 
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Holy Water at a Deathbed. 





A JESUIT missionary of Chili gives the following account, of a 
deathbed conversion which he himself witnessed in 1881. 

“On Holy Thursday while I was spending some time before the 
Blessed Sacrament, I was summoned to a sick man who for years had 
not been to confession, but had asked that a Capuchin or Jesuit Father 
be sent for. Scarcely had I arrived, when I was told that the man no 
longer wished to go to confession, that, moreover, he felt very weak 
and unable to make a confession. 

“‘T had perceived a sickening, pestilential odor coming from the 
adjoining room where he lay. I did not despair of saving his poor 
soul but waited and prayed that the Lord might show His infinite 
mercy to the dying man. From time to time I asked the persons who 
attended him to remind him that the priest was waiting outside, and 
begged them to entreat him to go to confession before his death. But 
the unfortunate man’s only reply was, ‘I will not go to confession.’ 

*‘An hour had passed, and the patient sent me word that he 
thanked me for my visit, but I might just as well return home. 
When first I was sent for I prayed fervently to the patron of the 
Universal Church, to St. Joseph, imploring him not to permit that 
this soul be lost. I therefore placed full confidence in him, as the 
patron of the dying, and resolved to wait not only one, but two hours 
if necessary. 

“‘The second hour had nearly expired. With renewed fervor I 
implored St. Joseph for the unfortunate man and the nearer he 
approached death the more fervent became my supplication. While 
I was praying, a thought suddenly flashed through my mind which I 
welcomed as an inspiration from St. Joseph. It seemed to me that 
St. Joseph was showing me the reason why the sick man so long and 
so obstinately refused to go to confession. I called for holy water, 
approached the sick-chamber, and in the Name of the Blessed Trinity 
three times sprinkled the entrance and threshold with the blessed water, 
repeating each time the words: Depart from here, Satan, in the Name 
of Jesus Christ! 

“‘Scarcely had I pronounced these words the third time when 
the patient inquired of his daughters whether the priest had already 
gone. Upon learning that the Father was still there, he requested 
that I come to his bedside. As soon as he caught sight of me he 
exclaimed, ‘My God, I thank Thee! O good God, how I thank 
Thee !’ at the same time he wept like a child. 

“‘The pestilential odor had in the meantime disappeared, and it 
was this odor and a few other striking circumstances that proved to 
me that the evil spirit had here exercised his influence. The bystanders 
ascribed the change in the dying man’s soul to the efficacy of the 
blessed water. 

“Soon afterwards he went to confession. When I asked him if 
he would like to receive the Holy Viaticum and extreme unction 
tomorrow, he replied, ‘No, not tomorrow, but today; otherwise it 
might be too late.’ That evening at half past five he received the Last 
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Sacraments. He died at midnight. During the few hours preceding 
his death, the man continually made acts of love and resignation to 
the will of God. Those who surrounded his bed were greatly edified.”’ 

The missionary concludes his report by saying, ‘‘I have always 
believed in the goodness of St. Joseph and the efficacy of holy water, 
but never did I experience St. Joseph’s goodness and the supernatural 
power of holy water so obviously as at this conversion.” 


~—r 


For People Who Wish to Become Rich. 





“THAT IS SOMETHING for me,” you will say, dear reader, 
and you are right. A young couple had some years previous, 
started in business. They were industrious and economical, 
but despite all, their business did not thrive. It did not pay. 
“My dear wife,” said the husband one day, “things can’t go on 
this way, or we will soon be beggars. Let us try the experiment 
to give generous alms.”— No sooner said than done, and 
behold from that time forward their business flourished, and 
the two assiduous almsgivers became a prosperous and 
blessed family. 

Since works of mercy are especially pleasing to the Mother 
of Mercy, I will relate two other examples worthy of imitation. 

In the ancient city of Aix-la-Chapelle there lived a sales- 
man, true client of the Blessed Virgin. He made, as it were, 
a contract with the Blessed Mother, to give a tenth part of 
his profits to the poor in her honor. His business prospered 
and brought many considerable gains, while other salesmen 
became bankrupt. 

Quite in my vicinity in a small town, lives an aged 
widow who owns a thriving farm with beautiful fields and 
meadows, and a stable full of cattle. This woman has a 
generous heart and an open hand when there is question of 
building churches and chapels for the honor of God or of help- 
ing the poor and unfortunate. But this benefactress experi- 
ences in her own case how true the proverb: The alms you 
give to others for God’s sake, God, the Lord, throws bacl.: 
with interest and compound interest through your window. 

You see therefore, every alms and Christian work of 
mercy brings you not only an eternal reward in heaven, but 
likewise God’s benediction upon your work and employment, 
upon your home and fields, upon your groves and meadows, 
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but, above all, upon your children and yourself. And if, ac- 
cording to God’s Providence it is for your best, you will become 
prosperous and rich. Give, says our Divine Savior, and it shall 
be given to you (Luke vi. 38). “He that giveth to the poor 
shall not want” (Prov. xxviii. 27). 


Sister Rosemary’s Letter. 


Dear Friends, 

The Lenten regulations of our Holy Rule require a true 
Benedictine to pray much, speak little, and often meditate on the Pas- 
sion of our suffering Lord during this holy time. To make my letter 
conformable to this penitential season, | will relate a little incident from 
the life of Blessed Father Faber. Weighty business demanded his 
presence at the palace of the king. His mission is accomplished, and 
with his usual composure, he descends the wide staircase. He reaches 
the portal, and finds a great crowd, courtiers in gorgeous attire, riders 
on fiery steeds, and curious spectators in great numbers. ‘‘A foreign 
prince is coming. He will soon be here,’’ passes from mouth to mouth. 


One moment Father Faber hesitates; then he hastens to a church 
nearby. There he will wait until the solemn reception is over. Louder, 
and still louder grows the applause of the assembled multitude. Now 
he hears the sound of the band and shouts of welcome. The heart of 
the silent worshipper, too, is excited. ‘‘Why remain here?’’ he asks 
himself. ‘‘Why not go out on the street to see the rare spectacle? 
Why not leave the church? Such a sight is one of a life time.’’ Thus 
urges nature, stronger and stronger.—Father Faber wavers. He is on 
the point of leaving the church. Lo! his gaze falls upon a large Crucifix 
above the tabernacle. His eyes brighten. Is not this the most wonder- 
ful, the most magnificent spectacle, at which heaven and earth will 
forever marvel? What is all earthly pomp compared to this? 


While Father Faber gazes upon the sacred Image and contemplates 
it with holy emotion, a fervent prayer of gratitude wells up from his 
soul: ‘‘O Lord, my God, I thank Thee that Thou hast deemed me worthy 
to behold Thy Image!’’ Yes, this is the most beautiful of all spectacles 
that can be witnessed. This is the sight that should ever call forth our 
gratitude: Jesus, the God-made-Man, hanging for us between two mur- 
derers, and suffering a cruel death. At this spectacle, the insatiable 
concupiscence of our eyes, ears, and other senses is cured. Thus, the 
sight of the Crucifix became a means of great graces and interior con- 
solation for Father Faber. 


| have purposely related this incident, dear reader, to impress upon 
you the marvelous graces connected with veneration of the holy Crucifix. 
We would wish to place the soul-stirring Image of the Holy Christ of 
Limpias in every home, every convent, and every house of prayer. Christ 
the Crucified shall reign, shall draw all hearts to Himself. This touching 
picture is given to all who send us new subscriptions for ‘‘Tabernacle and 
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Purgatory.’’ . The larger picture is given for two new etentyam, ¢ one 
somewhat smaller for a single new subscription. 

This Image of the Crucifix belongs in the sitting-room or sleeping- 
room, where morning and evening, one may contemplate the spectacle of 
Divine Love, Jesus suffering for us. In the silence of night, when sleep 
refuses to refresh the tired mind and body, a glance at our agonizing 
Savior will comfort and console. He who loves and venerates our Savior 
dying on the Cross, receives the greatest of graces, to die in sentiments 
of true repentance and of holy resignation to the will of God. 

You will pardon me, dear reader, if | have made my humble letter so 
very serious this time. You know this is the holy passiontide. 


A Happy Easter! 
Sister Rosemary 


A Bishop According to the Heart of God. 





ON THE FOURTH of December last, the saintly Dr. 
Michael F .Korum, Bishop of Treves, died at the advanced age 
of eighty-two years. Distinguished by extraordinary gifts of 
mind and heart, surpassing in rare eloquence, winning in his 
associations with high and low, he drew all hearts to himself 
and animated them with a holy zeal for everything good and 
noble. Labors, struggles and sufferings for God’s cause and 
that of His Church, filled the long life which records fifty-six 
years as priest and forty years as bishop. 

To his priests, Bishop Korum was a solicitous and loving 
father. To the people, especially of the laboring classes, he 
was a faithful friend. He was a protector and promoter of 
religious communities, a defender of the Catholic school and 
Christian education. Bishop Korum was looked up to as a 
shining example to all his diocesan children, yea, to all Cath- 
olic Germany. Above all, he possessed that most beautiful 
ornament which distinguishes a priest or bishop: holiness of 
life. He was filled with the love of Jesus Christ. 

Here follow a number of his favorite texts which he de- 
veloped with fiery eloquence in his sermons: — 

“He who does not love God, does not know Him, for God 
is love.” (This was the subject of one Bishop Korum’s last 
meditations before his death.) 

“Christ loved me and delivered Himself for me.” 

“I am come to cast fire upon the earth, and what do I 
desire but that it be enkindled.” 

“Christ is the solution of all difficulties.” 
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“In this world there is nothing that God loves more than 
the freedom of His Church.” 

“The will of God is my life.” 

“The fire of suffering consumes the chaff and purifies 
the gold.” 

“[ could have no greater joy than to know that my chil- 
dren walk in truth.” 

It has been our good fortune to rejoice the fatherly heart 
of this saintly prelate at different times, by the considerable 
alms we sent him for theology students and for poor convents. 
This was shortly before his death. Dr. Bares, the director 
of the Priests’ Seminary in Treves, writes: “Our good father 
and great bishop was so very happy each time I brought him 
the good tidings of your generous donations. It was one of 
the last joys I gave him before his blessed death. He was 
visibly touched, and remarked: How good the Catholics of 
America are to us! If they did not aid us, how much more we 
would have to endure! God bless the good souls who have 
such sympathy for us. 

“Here in Treves,” continues Dr. Bares, “people are of the 
opinion that in the person of Bishop Korum, a saint has gone 
to his reward, and to this hour his grave is besieged by the 
faithful. Glorious and rich in blessings as was his episcopate, 
his grave is still more glorious.” 

The most illustrious document of this great soul, however, 
is his last will, written with his own hand. It is a subject of 
such edification, that we quote part of it for the benefit of our 
dear readers. 

“This is my last will: 

“Let my body be buried in my cathedral behind the 
monument of my venerable predecessor. Let my name alone, 
with the necessary dates, be inscribed on a plate to mark my 
tomb. I should have liked to leave something for my poor 
churches and pious congregations, but I am without means. 
To the poor and charitable organizations, I gave in my lifetime 
as much as I could. 

“My relatives are to receive very little. I was to use the 
revenues of my office only for the good of the Church. If 
my family remains in the Faith and true to the Church, they 
will have riches enough. 

“I humbly beg the faithful of my diocese for the alms of 
their prayers. 
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“The office of a bishop is full of responsibility. May God 
be merciful to my poor soul.” 

Verily, precious in the eyes of God is the death of His 
saints. Most assuredly, the venerated deceased will pray at 
the throne of God for all you dear benefactors of his diocese. 


Untold Need in Benedictine Monasteries. 





For nearly two years we have hesitated to make our 
readers acquainted with the untold need and distress of 
the old ard venerable Benedictine monasteries and con- 
vents of (.ermany, but especially of Austria. However, 
after having sent help to other Orders and Congregations, 
to religious with children under their charge and to the 
Carmelites, we finally make an appeal for the Benedic- 
tines. And, indeed, it is high time to help the Benedictine 
cloisters of Germany and Austria, otherwise, we may be too 
late. Many a monastery and convent is on the verge of tem- 
poral ruin. It would be unpardonable for us not to come to 
their aid! It would almost sadden our holy Father St. 
Benedict in heaven; for every Benedictine monastery and 
convent with a good spirit and interior piety, is a great and 
priceless ornament to Holy Church, an abode of great sanc- 
tity and a firm stronghold for many of the faithtul against 
the deception and snares of the present distressing times. 

Before us lies a letter from a prelate of Austria. It 
would melt a heart of stone! The writer says :— 

‘‘Abbot Severin Kalcher, of the Benedictine Abbey, 
St. Lambert, begged me for help. In time of peace— I 
tell you the honest truth, dear Father Lukas, —the Abbey 
of St. Lambert was considered as one of the best situated. 
It had no debts. St. Lambert’s has about fifty priests; it 
has charge of twenty parishes and one private college. St. 
Lambert’s also possesses the most renowned place of 
pilgrimage in Austria, the shrine of ‘Maria Zell.’ Pre- 
vious to the war, these pastors could exist from the income 
of their respective parishes and the help they received 
from the monastery. Then came the awful war! It was 
hard; but they managed. However, by the dictates of 
peace, only a little, totally impoverished Austria remains. 
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After Russia, Catholic Austria is the poorest country in 
the world. 


‘‘As I mentioned above, the Abbot of St. Lambert's 
could aid the pastors of his community before the war, and 
‘Maria Zell’ could support itself; but it is altogether dif- 
ferent today. Without help they cannot continue. The 
secular priests received a raise in salary, though it is still 
nothing less than a starvation fee. Their income, accord- 
ing to the present value of money, actually amounts to 
$2.00 a month! Those parishes under the fathers of the 
Benedictine Abbey, received nothing whatever from the 
government. The yearly income of such a parish amounts 
to about $1.00! Now, the Abbey, itself totally ceagerae- 
ished, should provide for those pastors! 


‘‘Dear Father Lukas, on this, the poor Benedictine 
Fathers cannot live. The fault lies in the depreciation of 
Austrian money. Hence it’s no wonder if all the Fathers 
at the monastery and the religious pastors are completely 
discouraged. 


‘‘Poor Abbot Severin simply cannot help himself. He 
is an excellent abbot, an ornament to the Benedictine 
Order. The income of the monastery does not suffice to 
procure the bare necessares of life. Dear Father Lukas, 
time and again during the past years I have heard these 
sad stories. Believe me, this makes even the strongest heart 
falter. O dear Father Lukas, son of St. Benedict, do not 
forsake us! Were you in our circumstances, we, too would 
. do everything, everything for you. When France expelled 
the religious, we received them with open arms. When 
the mad Bolschewiki ruled in Hungary, we offered refuge 
to the brethren, despite our ownextreme need. Now it is 
our turn, we poor, poor Austrians. The good God knows 
it! You, dear Father Lukas, are a son of St. Benedict. 
Oh, give me help for the monastery of St. Lambert! But 
especially for ‘Maria Zell.’ 

“‘Maria Zell’ is the most famous shrine of our poor 
Austria. Thousands and thousands of pilgrims visit there 
every year. What ‘Maria Einsiedeln’ is for Switzerland, 
‘Altoetting’ for Bavaria, ‘Lourdes’ for France, ‘Czenstochau’ 
for Poland, ‘Loretto’ for Italy, that ‘Maria Zell’ isfor Austria. 
It is an honor for the Order of St. Benedict to be the 








Saint Benediét 

















1. The Benedictine Order will last till the end of the world. 
re ling 2. At the end of time, the Order will render great services to 
onsolin the Church, and through it many will be strengthened in 
: their faith. 
Promises 


3. Whoever perseveres in the Order will be saved. 


4. All who are well-disposed toward the Order will obtain a 
happy hour of death. 
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guardians of this celebrated sanctuary. —O sons of St. 
Benedict, O lovers of the holy Order of St. Benedict, 
wherever you may be upon earth, help to guard this 
sanctuary! 

‘‘Lately I visited Abbot Severin. He told me that 
the income of ‘Maria Zell’ for the entire year scarcely 
suffices to provide a meagre existence for the Fathers at the 
shrine for one month! ‘And I can contribute simply noth- 
ing,’ he said. ‘We in the motherhouse are deprived of the 
bare necessities of life. My pastors suffer, suffer greatly! 
If no help comes, the Benedictine Order must give up 
Austria’s sanctuary. Then what will become of this shrine! 
O Benedictines of America, all you friends of the Bene- 
dictine Order, all you clients of the Heavenly Queen, help 
us preserve this sanctuary for our Order! 


‘‘Forgive me, Reverend Father, but while I write, tears 
course down my cheeks. I can’t help it! I must write to 
you to relieve my heart. Dear Father, please publish this 
appeal for St. Lambert’s and for ‘Maria Zell’ in ‘Taber- 
nacle and Purgatory.’ Beg the kind, generous Catholics 
of America to help! Their noble hearts will save ‘Maria 
Zell.’” — Who can resist such an appeal? 


In conclusion, the prelate writes: — ‘‘I ask not for my- 
self and my monastery, although we, too, are in untold 
need. For instance, since 1915 I have not had the means 
to buy even one habit for my religious. In January I 
wished to invest some novices, but hadn’t as much as a 
yard of material. This is how I managed: I have two poor 
habits, so I gave the better one to the first novice. He 
was invested with it, and after the ceremony of his receiv- 
ing the habit, he withdrew and gave the habit to the sec- 
ond novice, so he could come to the altar for investment. 

‘‘Dear Father Lukas, I have sixty religious under my 
care, and should provide for them, support and clothe 
them. Our monastery is badly in need of repairs. We 
could not make any during the war, and hoped things 
would get better, but alas! our roof is totally ruined. Our 
buildings are in danger of collapse. I would gladly resign, 
but my dear religious say: ‘Father, if you give up, then 
we, too, must give up.’ ”’ 

Such is the condition of Catholic Austria. The ven- 











416 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


erable Benedictine cloisters which have stood as houses 

of prayer and charity for many centuries, even for a 

thousand years, are now threatened with destruction. 

Oh, let us come to their aid for the honor of the holy 

Father St. Benedict. Mass stipends, too, are a great 

help, at least toward procuring the necessaries of life. 
Upon request, the above article has been republished. 





In many parts of Germany and almost everywhere through- 
out Austria, the distress of religious and secular priests is above 
measure. Heartrending are the appeals for help, and numerous 
the petitions which we receive from them, begging for stipends. 
However, as the number of Mass stipends has greatly diminished 
since last summer, many of these letters must be left unan- 
swered. Ah, you know what pain that gives to one’s inmost 
soul, to refuse the needy! We can assure you, dear reader, any 
intentions for Holy Masses which you send, will be promptly 
forwarded and devoutly said. 


A twofold reward awaits the generous donors: the first, 
arising from the Mass itself, for by having a Holy Mass offered, 
you rejoice the heavens, bring relief to the suffering souls, and 
obtain graces for the faithful on earth. The second, because it 
is an act of preeminent charity toward the sufferings priests, who 
are servants and friends of God, yea, the ‘‘apple of His eye.”’ 
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ROSARIES 


First Communion and Birthday Gifts. 


Small beads, 10 year guarantee, rolled-gold chain $2.00 
Large beads, ” ” aki , * nai ‘ 2.50 
pal, Crystal, Sappherine, Amethyst, 
Colors — Emerald, Garnet, Jet and Topaz. 
Souvenirs for Graduation and Jubilees 
Rolled-gold beads elegantly carved in fluted design $5.00 & 6.00 
Fine cut oval beads, various colors, to yr. guarantee 3.00 


Oval jet beads, handsomely cut and polished, rolled-gold cross 
and center emblem beautifully ornamented, 20 yr. guarantee 4.50 


Rosaries for Daily Use 
Length 14-in. Small beads; 25 cts. each; per dozen 2.25 
”» ” 16-in. Medium size; 35 cts. each; per dozen 3-50 
Extra strong, made of best material obtainable, large oval 
beads nickel-bound cross — 60 and 70 cents each 


Rosaries for Litthe Children— First Communion 


Length 11-in. Steel beads. 0.25 
94 ” Silver beads. 0.50 
” 15-in. White beads, metal chain, Agate Pearl 0.50 


St. Benedict Jubilee Medal 


Heavily gold-plated 


Without chain $1.00 On gold-filled chain 2.25 
Scapular Medallions with rolled-gold-plated rim 0.25 
Gilt Scapular Medal 0.25 
Aluminum Scapular Medals 3 for 0.25 





Santa Barbara Liniment 
An effective remedy for neuralgia or rheumatism. 
Any of these ailments will be speedily relieved and, as a 
rule, permanently cured if the Liniment is used at the 
proper time and according to the directions enclosed. 
Price per bottle $1.50. Procured genuine only from 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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The Blessed Virgin 


The Rosary, My Treasure 
An infallible means of obtaining heaven. — 
The power of this devotion. — Beauty of the 
Rosary prayers. — Reflections on the myster- 
ies. A nun: ‘We find this booklet a real 
treasure and hope it will help to increase 
the devotion to the rosary.” 


Devotion to Mary 
Advantages of the veneration of the Holy 
Virgin; in what devotion to Mary consists; the 
Immaculate Conception. A friend: ‘Please 
forward me fifty copies... Thank the dear 
devoted author who got this booklet out.” 


De Montfort’s Devotion to Mary 
Treatise on the true devotion to Mary. Why 


we should go to Jesus through Mary. Essen- 
tial points of the true devotion. Exterior 
practices. Acts of consecration to Mary. 


Mary, Mother of God 


Deals with the sanctity and dignity of Mary 
as Mother of God; the mystery of the Incar- 
nation. To read this booklet and in return 
not to love and esteem Mary is well-nigh 
impossible. 


Above booklets 10 cents each; $8.00 per 100 


Communion Devotions 


in Union with Mary 
A choice collection of 
prayers for Holy Com- 
munion and a Mass devo- 
tion in the spirit of BI. 
Grignon de Montfort. 

5 cts. each; $4.00 per 100 


Library — 70 cents | 


Mary, Our Mother 


Catholics have a true, a tender, a compas- 
sionate Mother in the Blessed Virgin. She 
is the “Cause of their joy.” You will fly to 
her with greater confidence if you read how 
she is : — our ladder to heaven, our advo- 
cate and consolation in life and in death. 


Under Mary’s Mantle 


The powerful patronage of Mary — Under 
Mary’s mantle in childhood; how to conse- 
crate children to the Blessed Virgin. — 
Under Mary’s mantle in the trials of life; 
in our last hour. Striking examples of 
how Mary protects her own. 

Above booklets 10 cents each; $8.00 per 100 


Devotion to the Mother of Sorrows 
Veneration of her dolors is especially pleas- 
ing to Our Lady and is a source of great 
graces to her clients. Promises of our Lord 
to those who compassionate the sorrows of 
His Mother. Prayers. 


Above booklet 5 cents each; $4.00 per 100 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, 
Clyde, Missouri 








